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 Chapter
One

Margaret knew why she was standing in this
smoky, noisy, crowded bar with men's eyes on her breasts and their
hands on her backside as she passed. She didn’t like it, but she
knew why. Margaret was being blackmailed.

She didn't understand why she was forced to
almost wear these clothes, skirt too short, top too tight and cut
too low, shoes she could barely stand on, let alone walk in
other than to humiliate her no decent woman would wear this outfit
unless she lost a bet.

All she knew, was that he had told her to, and
she had to do as instructed. Told her what to wear, where to be,
even what to drink, and for God's sake, she grimaced at the
concoction in her hand. How amusing it must have been for him to
imagine her asking for it.

“What would you like Sweetheart?” The dark
bartender asked with a brilliantly white toothy smile.

“I’d like you to give me a large Stiff One.” She
had said as quietly as possible hoping the other people didn’t hear
her drink order.

“There you go, Sugar, a large Stiff One for you
to get your mouth around.” The bartender said loudly enough for
everyone around her to hear. To her mortification.

Margaret flushed with embarrassment. The
comments from the exclusively male clientele in the bar were as
funny to them as they were predictable to her.

“Oh, babe. You can wrap your mouth around my
stiff one anytime!” Another man made Margaret stiffen, a hand
reached under her short skirt and pinched her ass.

I saw his eyes widen with evil as he realized I
was not wearing panties. He tried to slip a finger inside me, but I
moved away before he had the chance. The finger slid past my labia
as I stepped out of his reach.

***

The nightmare had started yesterday morning,
when he had come up to me on the street and said. “I'll pick you up
at eight tomorrow. We'll spend a long weekend at the lake.”

Margaret had looked at him, incredulous. It was
Black Bob, my neighbor, his real name was Robert McMasters, but
there was a Robert in my social circle, so I took to calling this Robert, Black Bob.

“What the hell are you talking about, asshole?
I'm not spending the weekend with you”. Black Bob had been after
her on and off for years. And she still was not interested in
having sex with a monkey. He smiled nastily and held out his closed
fist.

“Oh, I think you will, Maggie.” He opened his
fist, lying on his palm was a pair of emerald earrings. They were
my mother in law's emerald earrings, which I had borrowed without
permission, and lost. That’s where they had gotten to. I was so
shocked to see them that I neglected to tell Black Bob that only my
close friends call me Maggie.

My mother in law had been furious when she had
noticed them missing, they were a gift from her father who had died
just last week. She had called the police, and without a hint of
evidence she fired the maid, and the insurance payout had come
through last month. I could only imagine my mother in law's
reaction if the truth came out, and as for Stanley, my husband... I
shuddered. Don’t get me wrong, nothing physical, Stanley was not
the physical type, just hours and
hours and weeks of “discussions” about responsibility and owning up
to one’s mistakes. Stanly was not a big man; at five feet five
inches, he was only three inches taller than me.

“Now,” he said, “I could take these to your
mother in law and explain that I saw you drop them the night of the
New Year’s party at the club when you were so drunk you couldn't
even put them in your purse safely. Knowing who gave them to her,
I'm sure she'd be glad to have them back... Or...”

“Or?” I asked not
liking the direction this was taking. How did he know to whom they
actually belonged and how much trouble I would be in if the truth
were known?

“You could be a good girl and come with me to
Pleasant Times. If you do as you are told while we're there, I'll
give them to you when we get back, and you can decide what to do
with them. A fair exchange; four days of your time and your willing
obedience, for forty thousand dollars’ worth of jewelry.”

Pleasant Times was the name of an exclusive lake
community in upstate New York. Mostly people fished and hunted up
there, the very wealthy owned cabins while others rented. I had
gone there a lot in summers past,
but this year I had not been in the mood to drive up there
alone.

I looked at him again with hate in my eyes.
Tall, thin, black, the boy who had lived next door to me for the
last eight years. He had moved in just after my parents had died
and a few years before I married.

Black Bob had asked me out before, but I turned
him down, harshly, scornfully. Lovely prom queens from Yale don't
go out with blacks, at least not in this part of New York if you
wanted to marry a wealthy white
man. Now I was married to the man of my dreams, or at least they
were my dreams. Stanley, my husband, was well on the way
to being successful but spent all
his time jockeying for position, making money, not love. Well, half
my dreams were real, he would be right eventually, and love would
come later. I hoped.

The house we lived in belonged to me, I had
inherited it, and it matched the lifestyle I wanted to live and
portray. We were not yet ready to afford a house in this
neighborhood on what Stanley made, not if we wanted to do frivolous
things like wear clothes and eat.

The house guaranteed that I could say I brought
something to the marriage other than my smoking hot body,
it proved I was not a trophy wife
or a gold digger even if I was
just short of broke by the time I
married. Stanly was not wealthy,
but his family was. They believed that Stanley should earn his own
way, and he did quite nicely.

“So, do we have a deal?” Black Bob asked
breaking into my train of thoughts.

I had no choice and nodded. If my mother in law
found out, my life would be a living hell. After all, I had
thought, what was the worst that could happen? I would have to
spend four short days opening my legs for black Bob. At least none
of my friends would be around to see me, and and could close my
eyes and imagine it was someone I actually liked; and it wasn't as
if he was repulsive, he was just... black, really. I never thought of myself as prejudiced, I just
wasn’t into dark meat.

He smiled. “Then I'll pick you up at eight like I said. Wear something pretty, and
don't bother to pack. I will bring what you need. And remember,
while we're there, you do as you're told.” He warned me.

Margaret sat at home wondering what she would
tell her Stanley when he got home. She was relieved when he
told her he had to go out of town
to close a business deal. Margaret told
him she was going to rent a cabin at Pleasant Times and just
relax. He passionlessly kissed her forehead and went to sleep.

At eight AM sharp, I
was beside Black Bob in his car, and for the first time noticed Bob
had done all right for himself he was driving an “S” class,
Mercedes. He was not timid as he navigated the roads taking full
advantage of every opening that would allow him to speed past the
slowpokes. As Black Bob drove,
he explained to me what was
required for the extended weekend, he was vulgar in his descriptions, but he was very clear.
In the end, he summarized.

“I will be fair with you, but you will do
everything and anything I tell you until I drop you off at your
front door. Displease me and those earrings will be delivered to
your mother-in-law on Tuesday morning with a lovely note explaining
where they were found. Now, Maggie, I honestly do not want to do
it, but I will if you force my hand.”

I mulled his words and my predicament over in my
mind the rest of the trip. Two hours later Black Bob parked in
front of the cabin; I found out that he owned one on the lake. That
meant he had more money than I did. Stanley and I only rented when
we came up here.

Inside the cabin, Black Bob opened a suitcase
and tossed some clothes at me. “Put those on, only what I hand
you.” He had said. “And meet me at the Woodsman Bar next door at
twelve.” He left not even staying behind to leer at me.

I was somewhat disappointed, I thought he
brought me here for sex; instead, he seemed as if he were not
interested. It was a pity, Stanley hadn’t been very husbandly of
late and I could use a good dickin.

To tell me to meet at the woodsman was another
shocker. There were three watering holes on this side of the lake,
the Woodsman was for the ordinary
middle-class folk, and I had never even ventured there.
Stanley and I had preferred to frequent the Trouser Trout bistro
where the upper crust could enjoy a properly chilled white wine. The third was for the lower
class, the workers that tended to the upper crust, their bar was the Dirty Sanchez where I
suspected hookers, and low life’s hung out.

***

And so, I found myself at the bar, dressed like
a cheap whore, surrounded by men who had come to spend the weekend
hunting or fishing, or whatever, ordering a drink designed to
humiliate me.

“Excellent.” Black Bob whispered in her ear as
he passed by.

‘So, he hadn't had to imagine, he'd been
watching.’ I thought

“Now, drink it down like a good girl.” He gave
me a ten-dollar bill. “Why don't you go and get yourself another
one of those.” He nodded at my glass. “Oh, and something for me
too.”

When he told me what he wanted, I looked at him
in horror. “You can't expect me to ask for that!”

“But I can, and I do. The deal was that you
would do what I told you. Don’t forget to be nice and polite when you place the order.” He
said with a stern smile.

I teetered to the bar still unsteady in those
awful shoes and starting to feel the alcohol. Grinning, the barman
asked “Ready for another stiff one already? You must have quite an
appetite.”

I murmured the order just loud enough for the
man to hear. The bartender's grin widened even further. I blushed,
knowing he was going to embarrass me some more.

“Hush Gents, I want to be sure I've got this
lady's requirements right. You want a stiff one… large… and three
fingers… deep? That's what you want from me, Babe?” He repeated the order loudly, and an awed hush
fell over the bar. I could feel the stares and leering eyes on my
back.

Blushing to the roots of my hair, I stuttered.
“Yes, please.” Into the silence that sounded like a shout.

He pushed the drinks across and said “And she
asks nicely too. The perfect woman.” He grinned. “Here you go, a
large stiff one, and three fingers good and deep, all for
you, get those inside you, Babe, enjoy them. And let me watch,
okay?”

The men erupted into laughter as I made her way to the table Black Bob
sat at, I could feel my face flaming. I put the drinks on the
table and moved to sit in one of
the chairs, but Black Bob shook his head sharply and patted his
lap. “Sit here and put your arm around my neck.” Reluctantly, I
sat, at ninety degrees to him, so my head was really close to his.
Anyone looking would see an amorous interracial couple.

“Like this?” I asked, hesitant. I had to remind
myself I had to please him in everything I did, or life would
become unbearable at home.

“Just like that, Maggie. That's splendid.” I
bristled at hearing my nickname that only my friends used. He was
no friend and the mocking way he said it only drove home the fact
that I didn’t like him. He passed me my drink and then took his
own. “Drink up.” He said. “Quickly.”

He sipped at his drink as I tossed the sweet,
fiery liquid down my throat, then he took the glass from my fingers
and put it down. “Now, kiss me. And make everyone believe you want
me.”

I wanted to rebel, but the thought of what my
husband’s parents would do and say to me if he showed them the
earrings prevented me from slapping his face and taking an uber
home. Leaning in towards him, I lifted my free hand to his cheek
and placed a kiss on his mouth. His lips opened mine, and I knew
what he wanted. I tasted whiskey on him as I slid my tongue into
his mouth, and his tangled with
mine. It wasn't an unpleasant taste, all things considered. At
least he didn’t taste of cigars like my husband.

Then I felt his left hand rise to the back of my
head, holding me into the kiss, and then, to my horror, he lifted
his right hand gently clasping my breast, squeezing it and stroking
across my nipple with his thumb, through the thin, clinging lacy
top he had me wear.

I wriggled, trying to escape, but his hand just
tightened, and then I felt him harden under me as I moved against
him. Worse, as his stroking continued, my traitorous nipple rose to
his touch, and I felt warmth begin at my pussy. This was not what
I had expected. I figured Black
Bob would take me to the cabin, make me strip, have unsatisfying
sex, that I would loathe every minute of it while making him aware
that he was not good enough to arouse let alone please me.

He broke the kiss, but still, his hand stroked,
and he looked deep into my eyes and smiled. I looked down to see my
nipple standing proudly out for all to see, I was too frightened to
look around the bar, if I saw the men were watching it would only
make it worse.

“Well, well, it seems you like this, doesn't
it?” He asked, holding me fast onto him with his left hand at my
waist, while he rolled the taut
nub of flesh between his thumb and forefinger making my nipple even
more pronounced.

I shook my head and hissed “No!” At him, but he
kept smiling.

“Good girls don't tell lies, Maggie. Lies are
evil, they get you punished.”

He lifted his hand away from the breast, and for
a moment, I was relieved, until the hand moved to the buttons of the top. Stealing a quick
glance, I could see every eye in the place turned to us as he
unfastened one... two... three... buttons and slipped his hand
inside the fabric onto my bare flesh. Already sensitized by his
insistent caresses, the skin burned sweetly, and it was all I could
do to keep from gasping out as heat and wetness blossomed between
my thighs.

‘Why couldn’t Stanley do this to me?’ I
raged. I hated this evil black bastard. I wanted him to stop, not
because it didn’t feel good but
because it did. He was fondling me like a whore for all to see and
my traitorous body was responding to this evil man, telling him
what he was doing was working.

Black Bob whispered harshly in my ear as a
finger circled round and round my painfully stiff nipple. “Don't
hold back sweet Maggie. I'm warning you, if you lie to me again, I
swear I'll undo every button on this blouse and open it wide so
that these guys can feast their eyes on your bare tits as I fondle
them. They will see your hard nipples and know you want me. Do you
understand?”

I gave the tiniest nod, and as he caressed me,
he asked again, “You like it, don't you Sweet Maggie? My hand on
your tit makes you hot and wet.”

Scared he would make good on his threat, I
whispered “Yes.”

“Say it! Tell me the truth.” He ordered.

“It makes me hot.” I confessed in shame. I did
not like this man, yet he had found a way to humiliate me twice.
First in arousing me in a way my husband never had, and second, he
forced me to admit what he was doing was working.

I moaned a little, my breath coming faster as
his hand tightened, still stroking. “It makes you want me, doesn't
it? Say it if it’s true!”

“Yes! Yes, I want you, okay?” ‘Did he have to
make me say it?’ I thought as abhorrence and yearning mingled
within me. The gasp I heard came from my left, turning my head two
me were standing a few feet away sipping their beer, their eyes
locked on my tits and Black Bob’s hand. Black Bob made me say it so
they could hear it. I turned back to him with a hard stare.

He looked into
my eyes again, slipping his hand out of my blouse and doing up the
buttons to my relief. “Stand up.” He ordered. “Take my hand and rub
it between your legs then lead me back to the cabin. Unless you
want me to take you here, of course, I'd be happy to oblige if you
do...” The evil in his eyes said he hoped I would challenge
him.

I almost jumped out of his lap, not sure that he
would do what he said, but not sure enough that he wouldn't to risk
it. I took his hand up under the short skirt, my embarrassment
increased as I realized that he could now feel the wetness on my
bare flesh. I kenw I had to make
it look good, or he might just take me in the bar. I seductively rubbed his hand against my burning
crotch then slowly backed away pulling him up from his seat. With a
fake smile, I led him out of the bar with the men cheering and
applauding my shameful performance.

Moments later, they were in the cabin. It was
sparsely furnished in a rustic
style, a dining area with a table and two hardwood chairs but only one had a cushion to the left of
the front door. To the right was a
giant king sized four poster bed a wardrobe, dressing table
and bench. At the foot of the bed was a linen chest with an
embroidered padded top He sat on the cushioned dining chair, not
touching me, but his eyes looked at me coldly.

“It's not difficult to turn you on, is it
Maggie? I'm almost disappointed.”

I looked at him, confused. I thought he wanted
me. I didn't understand for a moment then I realized what he was
getting at. My lustful blush turned crimson with anger, my body
gave proof that his advances were welcomed. I hated him more now
than before. I hated the fact that he had so quickly aroused me.
Hated myself for admitting to him I liked his touch.

“What do you want of me?” I asked defeated, I knew the deal was that I had
to obey him to get the earrings
back. I also knew this man had to be pleased with me, or everything
I had suffered through would be for nothing. I was starting to
understand that sex was not his goal. He was going to drag me
through the social mud. At least
he was doing it here at the lake rather than in the city where
people I knew might see.

“Strip for me. Take your clothes off slowly.
Leave your stockings and shoes on. Be provocative, sweet girl
put on a show for me.”

I had no idea what to do, I had never even
thought of doing anything like this. On the rare occasions, I had let a man see me in all my
glory before I was married, the man would undress me gently,
reverently because he knew he saw
perfection on two legs. I enjoyed
watching the men fall under my spell. Men were so easy to
manipulate, just let them think that they get to see me nude, and
they would do what I wanted.

The gasp of Stanley in their first encounter
sealed his fate. From that moment on I was in control of the
relationship and the marriage. The first few years I could have
whatever I wanted from Stanley, but lately, my charms seemed to
have worn off. I had always made Stanley wait for his pleasure,
kept him hungry for me. But after a few months of teasing, he
stopped begging for it. Then he stopped asking for it for what?
Eight months? Since my marriage, I had remained faithful, and no
man had seen me naked until now, but there was more to it than
that. I realized I needed the touch of a man, and my husband had
neglected me for too long. Had he
been a good husband and taken care
of me I would be able to resist my current needs.

No one had ever treated me this way; men always
treated me nicely until now. Black Bob’s eyes were so hard; I
didn't dare deny him. We had made a deal, and I was determined to
keep my end up. But in the back of my mind, I wanted him to take
me. I was being blackmailed into this, again not entirely my fault,
and that made it easier for me to let go, to allow me to enjoy his
control over me no matter how brief.

Almost of their
own accord, my hands went to the buttons of my blouse, and I swayed
gently from side to side as I unfastened each button carefully.
When it was completely undone, I
slowly opened it wide before letting it slip from my shoulders to
lie crumpled on the floor. His tongue snaked out to lick his lips
as he looked at the fullness of my breasts, the pink tips crinkled
and tight with excitement and the frightened desire that I wanted
desperately to suppress. I was aroused, but part of me wanted to
hide how excited I really was. I
didn’t want to give him the satisfaction of knowing I was the
hungry one. My breasts jutted towards him as I reached behind her
to unzip the tight skirt. I had to shimmy a bit to push the
skirt off my hips, and I heard him
sigh as my breasts jiggled with the motion. I felt some
satisfaction that my body could still excite a man. When I looked
at him I quickly realized that it was not a sigh of lust, he
seemed bored with me.

As I stepped forward and away from the skirt, I
caught sight of myself in the mirror. I flushed with shame as I saw
the red hair mussed and fluffed around my head. my bare breasts
with the nipples standing proud and hard, the long legs in dark
stockings tapering to eight-inch
fuck-me pumps and the bright, unmistakable damp patch fur. Worst of
all was the look on my face.

My eyes glazed, mouth parted, I looked desperate
and wanting. ‘I look like a whore!' I chided myself. I felt
like a slut and to add to my mortification I was flushed not from
fear or embarrassment but from lust.

I had to admit to myself that I was excited by
this black man giving me orders. No one had ordered me around and
gotten away with it, until this weekend. I had power over men to
make them do as I pleased giving little in return. Somehow this
“person” had gotten the upper hand and knew it.

His voice called me back to the moment. “Not bad
Maggie, I expected more. Let’s see what your cunt looks like.” His
tone said he was not impressed. I felt insulted that he was not
acting like a puppy under my spell. I felt challenged to get him to
admit I aroused him at least as much as he excited me. If not then I would have to accept two things that would be very painful.
First, that I was aroused by him
being in charge. That in itself was a horrible admission, I am a
queen, and Black Bob was no better
than a serf in my world. Second, that I was not woman enough to
arouse a man especially this man. First, it was Stanley now this
man that had gone to the trouble of forcing me by blackmail to
spend a long weekend with him, and
he seemed just as uninterested in me sexually as my husband.
‘Can I be desirable again? Or have I passed my prime?’

I was of two minds, I wanted to be free of this
man, but I also wanted to know if I still had what it took to
enslave him to me as with all men I had met. I had to obey, quietly
thanking the deal we made. Following his orders meant I was not really responsible for what was
happening. Sure, I could leave or refuse him at the cost of the
earrings. To get them back I had to do what he said. It was not my
lust that caused me to undress but his orders.

It was not my desires that caused the damp fur
between my legs, it was his touching me, and I was almost able to
convince myself that I was not really there, not in any way at
fault for what was happening. Taking a step forward, I spread my
silk covered legs and held my labia open for him. Uncomfortable was
not the word, but I did not know of one word that was stronger.

“Damn bitch, you're soaking wet.” He said with
an unimpressed look. I felt humiliated, I did as I was told hoping
for an amorous response and all he did was point out that my pussy
was wet. Looking down I was again humiliated as a glob of my pussy
juice went ‘SPLAT’ on the floor, droplets splattering my feet and
ankles. He had just proven my level of arousal in the most
humiliating way. ‘The bastard!’

“Now, come here. Walk
slowly.” I was standing in front of him, close but not
touching, as his eyes traveled up and down my body, drinking
in the sight. “My God, you're
almost lovely,” he murmured with a sad looking shake of his head. “
Lift your breasts, Maggie. Stroke
them and offer them to me.” I felt some satisfaction at his words.
He called me lovely I still had it, but he was not just in control
of me but himself. Then I heard all of what he said and felt
disheartened. I was ‘almost lovely’, I didn’t have what it took to
enslave this man.

‘Why am I doing this?’ I thought as I
brushed my fingers sensuously over my skin and cupped the fullness
in my hands and leaned forward to brush his lips with my nipple.
‘Surely do as you're told' doesn't go this far...’ but as
his mouth closed around one tender pink bud, I stopped thinking at
all, and suddenly my whole being
was centered on the demanding mouth. The rhythmic tightening, the
way the nipple slid past his lips into the wetness of his mouth,
the way his tongue pressed and flickered against the tenderness
were suddenly all I wanted, all I had ever wanted. Maybe it was the
lack of attention from Stanley, but I had never felt like this
before. Black Bob had somehow learned of my needs and was
exploiting them to the fullest. It wasn’t my fault Stanley had
neglected me to the point that I was easily distracted by this monster.

Embarrassed, I whimpered loudly as his tongue
and teeth worked on me, and I was only just aware of the hand
stroking up my leg as it passed the stocking top and caressed the
bare flesh of my thigh. Instinctively I shifted one leg outwards,
to offer his hand better access, and moaned as it found the folds
of my womanhood, which was already
derisorily slick with wetness. I was lost, abandoned by my body,
and as he stood still bent over, his mouth still clamped on my tender nipple, two long fingers slid
inside me, I rocked my hips back and forth to take them in, and to
rub my sensitive nub against the heel of his hand.

Dimly I realized that I was giving him
everything he wanted, without him even having to ask, but I was
unable to resist the urging of my long-neglected body. The feeling was incredible. I hated
that I was being forced to enjoy his gentle assault on my body. I
found myself moving automatically, riding his fingers, trying to
draw them deeper inside me as his mouth suckled me, I cried out as
his teeth closed on my nipple. He thrust his fingers deep,
repeatedly, and he released my nipple to laugh delightedly. There
was as much humiliation as pleasure in the climax that rocked me.
Wave after wave of heat breaking over me each time his hand pressed
in. Finally, he stopped, leaving me shuddering.

“Well done, sweet thing.” He chuckled as he
stood. “You came adorably, adorably indeed.” He glanced at his watch. “I thought it
would take longer than this. It's only 1:30.” His words stung.

Black Bob was able to bring me to climax.
Stanley would have needed at least an hour to get me there if I had
the patience to wait that long.

Black Bob put a hand under my chin, tipping my
head up to look into his eyes, I could smell sex on his fingers. As
I looked at his face, so familiar, so despised, until today, I
wondered how I could ever have found him pitiful. Pitiless was
closer.

“Look at me.” He demanded. He didn't speak
again, as he moved me back a few steps then removed his clothes,
swiftly, efficiently. Robert was not going to striptease for me as I was ordered to do.

I realized that his clothes had given a false
impression. The way they were cut made him look thin, too thin.
Once the shirt came off, I saw he had a manly chest bare with
nipples that protruded just enough to look sexy.

I involuntarily licked my lips as I gazed at his
chest and arms, muscles hidden under his clothes showed he was not
a weightlifter, but he kept in
shape. His flat belly had the hint of a six-pack but not cut like
the muscle men I hated. He undid his trousers, and again the baggy pants hid muscular
thighs.

He turned to lay his clothes on the back of the
chair, and his briefs showed a mouthwatering ass. I had to stop
myself from reaching out and grabbing a handful of butt. Then he
was naked and, I could see him. Erect, and, I swallowed, it was the
largest I had ever seen, thick and long.

I was a little disappointed that it did not
stand straight out like Stanly, but it was a lot thicker than my
husband’s. He sat on the chair. Still silent.

“What now?” I asked him to break the awkward
silence, trying to hide my own arousal, he was clearly aroused by
me and I felt I was gaining the upper hand. I knew that at this
moment, whatever he wanted, I would give him, without
resistance.
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